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She produced the conditions on which the contract
was drawn. There was a page full. The relevant clause
read, "Further, we reserve the right to cancel a con-
tract with anyone other than a person belonging to a
pure white race."
The shock was bad. I stood and sweated.
"I was trying to be helpful," she added, almost kindly.
I took my passport meekly. I left.
But we went to Switzerland all the same. We went
to the same resort, even the same hotel. Another British
travel agency got the same rooms for us. I told the old
man who attended us at this other agency about my
experience, partly to get it off my chest, partly also out
of self-defense.
"What are you worried about?** he said. "You've
got the same rooms. What's more, I'll give you a slight
discount."
That brought the first smile to my face.
"I am also English," he said. "We are not all bastards,
you know. Lots are. Some don't like the Jews, some
don't like the Chinese, some don't like the Russians and
some don't like ..."
"... the Indians," I concluded.
"That's how it is," he said. "Let's face the facts."
"It's all very well. The point is that nothing can be
done about it."
"You never know," he replied, sounding ominous as
if he had second sense. Perhaps I was in a mood to inter-
pret it that way.
"Happy Christmas to you. Have a good time and let
the anti-Indians rot. But, my dear sir, don't spoil your
holiday for that."
So we went to Switzerland and had an enjoyable
time. A few days after we arrived at the hotel we were